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Written by Sir C. Scrooy, Bart. \ 


OW bard the fate is of the ſcribbling drudge, 
Who writes to all, when yet ſo fetu can judge! 


Wit, like religit ce divi s the ; "$4 
And the dull cr FWondey ol prot - p 
Ne each fanatic fool preſumes t'explain N 


The fops uſurp the pow'r belongs to you. 


* 


You think y are challeng'd in each newÞlay-blly -* kr; s/f x 


Ana bere you come for trial of your ſill. | And never raiſe your theughts abe the knee, 
Well, if our women knew Hort falſe yu are, 
They wwou'd iy here, and this nex trouble ſpare; 
s, they think all oſpel yau relate, 
eee lugs gt eee „ barm d with the noiſe f ſertling an fate: 
= n, 1 ut ſeldom þ n was” b; But when at laſt your appetites are full, 
0 ſpy the 1 ace where they may thruſt and bit; And the tir d Cupid grows, with ation, dull; 
You'll find ſome trick to cut off the entail, 
d ſend em back to us all worn and ftale. 


Where, fencer- lile, you one anotber burt, 
While, wwith your wounds, you make the rabble ſport. 
OtFers thefy are, t have D brut 32 n 
rd 4 poor play, but nt t 1 x 


And therefore, like ſome bully of the town, 


Ne er fland to draw, but knock the poet dtn. An 


Poor 


You watch 'em bare and ſguab, and let cn reſt 
But aich the firſt yourg deaun you ſnatch the > 
Pay leave thoſe poarbing u ks, if you are wiſe 
E'er ve take out our letter: of reprize. 
For Toe have v d to find a ſort of toys 
Known ts Black Friars, à tribe 4 chopping boys: 
IF ance oy ; ed 
1 here 
: Hut for the youth in petticoats run wi 
The text, and does the ſacred ert profane: ul Ok! * 5 ns — pM 
For, EG, wits each other's fall purſue, The panting breaſt, white bands, and lily feat, 
Ns m 


. 


come, tb quickly phil your port; 
one lad tui receive yur court ; ; 


Il yeur pall d thoughts with ſreaſure net 
in bey's clot bes, all boy ſhall be, 


© With theſe, like bogs in gardens, it ſucceeds, Perba , 
ps they'll find our flage, while they bave rars', 
47 root up all, and know not loud ri from weeds. To ſome wile con:ing l ee : « 


Az for yo 45 / ber come each de- Where, for the ſparks Þbo once reſorted 4bwre He who. 
To 2571 e. 1 6 1 wh Ji Lows 2 A, 471 | 
Rebearſe your wſual follies to 1he pit, 8 They'll fee grave bloc t head: with ſport greaſy bair, Cl. B 
And with loud nonſenſe drown the flage's witz | Green-aprons, fleeple-bats, and collar-bands; Lyſ. | 
Talk of your clothes, your laſt — 1 telly Dull, ſniv' ling rogues, that ring, net clap their bard Ch. 
And witty bargains to each otber ſell; ; Where, for gay punks that drew the ſhining erywd, Hepb. 
Can wanity and noiſe, for love miſtake 5 Ne | 9 
e . _ | They'll begr ers gb, fee matrons old urſe un 
. langhoiy | [p21 Lb e bald; ea, 
Jr, by ber jealous friendi, ſent out of town's I boſe zeal too might perſuade, in ſpite to you, Lyimac 
The / z . __ Onur flying angelr tr augment their crew ; . 
re W vile Farringdon their bers ftruti about en, ; 
2 cre f $11 prevented e leder a damping critic dares ts flout em. Know, 
But "tis not to uch trifling foes as you, os Nan CPE IC 2a! Gy. 
—＋. bry Alexander 7 iba , 5 3 — — — A I bar yo 
| Bay anno, the tithe dne iſe, | ' p Now let 
But to the 27 enſe for rg of ies; T amartis Per ſonæ. By ove 
ON their be now- — > That fi 
Wor fears be odds, if they but prove bis fri M E N. And ou 


DER the Great. 
unn rio, Alexander's Favourite. 
| Lyys1MAcnus, Prince of the Blood. 


He bopes to rout the mighty boſt fed *... — Neem Nn, 
IN. 9 5 1 RCHON, Conſpirators. 
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For as be once a little band ful 472 2 
The numerous armies of the world t oppoſes «>? 
So, back'd by you, who underſtand the ryles, « * ++ 


F. P 10 6 ** 1 SY TVs, Maſter of the Horſe, ak 

H > 2 they mean, yer ought t We} EINE — ne cares. * 

2 . © [Evmznes 3 

Who this cenſorious age did poliſh firſt : : a When 

Who the beſt play, for one poor error blame, 1 * r When 

Ai prieſts againſt our ladies arts declaim, l Clytus 

e. damn. . 1 

2 } „ Rox, firff Wife of Alexander. * 

1 2 "ge SYS1GAN 116, Mother of the Royal Family. * 

Ji, that our women which adorn eac 2 87 ir, in love with Lyſimachus, 

— * at our coſt, become at length oar 97 4 8 — . ＋. 
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A C T J. L 
SCENE; the Gardens of Semiramis. 
fepheſtion and Lyſimschus fybring, Clyrus part- 
7s. 7 ing them. © oh 
G. * HAT, are you madmen? This a time 
„„ M.. for quarrel ? 1 : 
Put up, 1 fay—Or, by che gods, that forrh'd me, 
lle who refuſes, makes a for of Clytus. nh 
I 1 have his ſword. | 1 
C/;. Bug muß not bave his life. 
L;. Muſt n n 
ch. Hair-brain'd boy, you muſt net. 
Hepb. Lend me thy (word, thou father of the war, 
Thou farfam'd guard of Alexander's li fe. 
Curſe on his weak, unexecuting arm! 
Lend it, old Clytus, to tedeem my fame; 
Lyſimachus is bra vg, and elſe will ſcorn me. 
Ly. There, take thy ſword ; and, ſince thou'rt 
bent on death, 
Know, tis thy glory that thou dy'ſt by me. | 
ch. Stay thee, Lyfimachus ; Hepheſtion, hold; 
] bar you both, My body interphs d, 
Now let me ich of you dares to Acike. 
By Jove, you've ſtirt'd the old man: that raſh arm 
That firſt advances, moves againſt ahe gods. 
And our great. King, whoſe deputy I Rand. rel. 
La Some prop ter time ruſt termipate our quar- 
wn, Ap cure. the bleeding wounds my honour 


ch. Some prop'rer time! 'tis falfe—no hour is 
proper; | | 
No time ſhould ſee à brave man do amiſe., 
Say, what's the noble cauſe of all this madneſs ? 
What vaſt ambition blows the dangerous fire? 
Why, a vain, ſmiling, whining, coz niag woman: 
By all my triumphs, in the heat of youth, k 
When towns were ſack d, and beauties proſtrate lay, 
When my blood boil'd, and nature: work'd me high, 
Clytus ne er bow'd bis body to ſuch ſhame; 
I knew em, and deſpis'd their cobweb arts, 
The whole ſex is not worth a ſoldier's thought. 
Lyſ. Our cauſe of quarrel may to thee ſeem light; 
But know, a leſs has ſet the world in arm. 

+ Yes, Troy, they tell us, by a woman fell; 
Curſe on the ſex, they are the bane of victye ! 
Death! I'd rather this right-arm were loſt, _ 
Thanthatthe king ſhould hear of your imprudence— 
hat, on a day thus ſet apart for triumph! 

Lyſ. We were, indeed, to blame. 
Cy. This memorable day, 
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Whia our bot maſter, whoſe impitient ſoul 
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Iout-tides the tun, and fight for other worlds 
To ſpread hig,.conqueſts, and Afrufe his glory, 


Now bids the trumpet for a while be fent, 

Shall we, by broils, awake him into rage, 

And rouſe the Hon that his Sek d 80 for: | 
Lyj. Clyrus,, thou'rt right—Pur up thy ſword, 


Jepheſtion: 


Hd paſſion not eclips'I the ligt: of teaſoh, 2 
' | Untold we might this conſeque ct have ſeen. 


 Heph. Why has not reaſon fowerto'tonquerlove? 

Why are we thus enſlaved? Oe 
Cly. Becauſe. unman'd; 

Becauſe ye follow Atexander's ſteps. | 

Heavens! that x face ſhould thus bewitch his ſoul, 

And ruin all that's great and godfike in it! 

Lale be my bane, yer the old Wan muſt talk; 

Not fo be ford, when he at Ius fought, 

And join id in mighty combat With — | 

wh hom, from his char;ot, Hamit all with gems, 

He hur!'d to cafth, and cath 4hf imperial crown. 

'T was rot the Haft of love perform'd that fear; 


He knew no Cupids then, Now, mark the change: 
A brace of rival queens embrajt rhe curty ICY 
And, while each hand is thus employ'din beauty, 
Where has he room for glory?” 

Feb. In his heart, * ragged, wo | 
ly. "Well laid, young minjon!—T, indeed, forgot 
To whom 1 ſpoke - But Syſigambts comes. 

Vow is your time; for with ber comes an idbl + 
That claims Bomage— IN attend the king. Erie, 
Enter Syſigambis, ww7th a Litter, and Pariſatis. 

&/- Why will you wound me with your fong 

compla'drs. OY OOO TONY 
49 urge a ſuit that I can never grant? 

ou know, my chied, tis Alexander's will; 
Here, he demands you for his loy'd Hepheſtion, 
To diſobey him might enflame his wrath, 

And plunge cur houſe in rains yet unknown. 

Par. To ſoathe this god, and chatm im into tem · 
is there no victim, note but Parlſaris? een 
Mult I be doom'd to Metchednefs and woe, 
That others may enjoy the conqu'ror't fmiles? 

Oh! if you exer l d ny royal father! - r 
And ſure. yau did; your guſting tears proclaim it 
If ill bis name de dea, have pity on me! : 


0 * 


> 
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He would rot thus have forc'd me to deſpafr; 
Indeed he would net—Had I begg'd him thus, 
He would have heard me, cer my heart was broke. 

Syſ. When will my ſufferings end! Ohz when, ye 


[ gods! 
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For iat olligh year , my foul has ſtood 
The dread viel 
„ 


tudes of fate untho vd: 
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And plays with monarchs, whom be vy'd to drive; 
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Vet, pardon, mighty queen, a wretched prince, 


». 4 15 
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"We ALEXANDER 
I thought em Four decrees, and therefore yielded. 
But this laſt trial, as it ſprings from folly, 
Exceeds oy fuff'rance, and I muſt complain. 
. en Syfigambis mourns, no common woe 
the N miſerx indeed. 
Who thus preſumes to plead the cauſe of love. 
Beyond my life, beyond the world ¶ Kneeling.} I prize 
Fair Pariſatis— Hear me, I conjure you! 
As you boſe authoriz'd Hepheſtion's vows, » 
Reje@ no nt me but equalleave 
To ſerye the} „d let love decide. 

"16 198 A blefling like the beauteous Pariſatis, | 
Whole years of {ervice, and the world's wide empire, 
With all the blood that circles in our veins, 

Can never merit; therefore, in my faveur, 
I begg'd the king to interpoſe his int'reſt; 
Therefore | beg'd your majeſty's affiſtance + 
Your word is paſt, and all my hopes reſt on't. 


Lyſ. {Rifing} Periſb ſack hopes! for love's. ge- | 


Na Bs * , " Rowe 

Which ſeeke the happineſs of her we fore, 
yond th* enjoyment of our own defires; 
or kings nor parents hete have aught to do- 


. 


Love owns no influence, and diſgains controul: 1 
Let em ſtand, genter.— is alll ... | 
Hepb. Soch arrogance, did Alexander Woo, 


Would loſe himall. che congueſts he hay wen. 
Lyſ. To talk af conqueſts well becomes the man 
Whote life and ſword are but his rival's gift. 
Sy/. Ir grieves me, brave Lyſimachus, to find 
My power fall ſhort of my defires to ſerve you; 
You know Hepheſtion firſt declar'd his love, 
And tis as. true, I promis d him my aid. 
Your glorious king, bis mighty advocate, - 
Became himſelf an humble ſuppliant for him. 
Forget her, prince, and triumph o'er your paſſion ; 
A conqueſt worthy of a ſoul like thine. 
Lyſ. Forget ber, Madam! ſooner ſhall the ſun 
Forget to ſhine, and tumble from his ſphere. 
Alas, the ſtream that circles thro* 1« hora 
Is, leis than love, eſſential to my g! 
are wel, great quaen—my 
That Alexander ſhould himſelf explain mw 
at wondrous merit which exalts his fav rite, 
And caſts Lyſimachus at ſuc!) a diſlance. [Exit 
Fyſ. In this wild: tranſport of ungovern'd paſſion, 
Too far, I fear, he will incenſe the king 
Js Alexander,.yet, my locd, arriv'd? 
Hepb. Madam, I know not; but Caſſander comes; 
He nay, perhaps, inform us. | ; 
Sy/. 1 would ſhun him. ww 
Something there is, I know not why, that ſhocks me, 
Something my nature ſhrinks at, when I ſee him. 


a [Exeunt, 
: Eater Caſlander. | 
Caſ. The face of day now bluſhes fearlet deep: 
Now-blackens into night. The louring ſun, 
As if the dreadful bufineſs he foreknew, 
Ar heavily his fable chariot on. [Thunder. 
ow fierce.it-lightens! how it thunders round me! 
All nature ſeems alarm'd for Alexander. 
Why be it ſo! Her pangs proclaim my triumph, 
My ſoul's firſt wiſhes are to ſtartle fate, 
And firike amazement through the hoſt of beav'n. 
A mad Chaldean, with a flaming torchi, 
Came th my bed laſt night, and bellowing &'er me, 
Well had it been, he cry d, for Babylon, 
If curit Caſſandet never had been born. 


honour now demands 


> . 


The From Macedon, a truſty ſlave juſt brought 
You; aher chides us for ous cold delay; © it. 


| Enter Theſſalus with a Packet. ] 
How how, dear Theſfalus, what packet's that? 


THE. GRE AT. 


He fays, Craterus, by the king's appoin 
Comes, in his roam, to govern — * 


3 nothing but the tyrant's death can binder, 


Therefore he bids us boldly ſtrike, 


Or quit our purpoſe, and confeſs our fears, 


Caſ. Is not his fate reſoly'd ?. this night he 4; 
Fn hw my father but foreſtalls my — 
How am I flow then? If I rode on thunder, 
Wing'd as the lightning, it would aſk ſome moments 
* Math wk growth of this Coloſſus, * 

+ where the .haughty Polyperc: 
Some pew affront by Alexander r ö — 
Swells in his heart, and ſtings Mminto manners, 

Caſ. Now, now's our time; he muſt, he fall be 
His haughty ſoul will kindle at his wrongs, ſours; 
Blaze into rage, and glory in revenge. 

Enter Polyperchon. 
P.. Stillas 1 paſs, freſh murmucs fill mv ears : 
All talk of wrongs, and mutter their complaints, g 
Poor ſoul- leſs reptiles — their revenge expites 
In idle threats - the fortitude ofcowards 
Their province is to talk! tis mine to act, 
And ſhew this tyrant, when he dar'd to wrong me, 
He wrong'd a man whoſe attribute is vengeance, 
|, Caſe All nations bow their heads with fervile ho- 
And kifs the feet of this exalted man. mage, 
The name, the ſhgut, the blaſt from ev'ry mouth, 
Is Alexander! Alexander ftuns | 
The lift'ning tar, and dfowns the voice of heav'n, - 
The earth's commanders fawn like crouching (pa- 
And if this hunter of the barbarous world, [ nies; 
But wind biqſelf a god all echo him, 
With univerſd cry. E 
Pol. I fawn, ot echo him ! 
Caſſander; na my ſoul diſdains the thought ! 
| Let eaſtern ſlaves, or proſtituted Greeks, 
Crouch at his fee?, or tremble if he frown : 
When Polyperchon can deſcend ſs low, 
Falſe to that honour, which through fields of death, 
| till havc courted where the fight was fierceſt, 
Be ſcorn my portion, infamy my lot. 
The/. The king may doom me to a thouſand 
tot tures, 
Ply me with fire, and rack me Ide Philotas, 
Ere I ſhall ſtoop to idoize his pride! 

Caf. Not Ariftander, had be rais'd all hell, 
'Cou'd more have ſhock'd my ſoul, than thou baſt 
By the bare mention of Philotas murder. | vone, 
Ok! Polyperchon, how ſhall I deſcribe it! 

Did not your eyes rein blood to ſee the hero? 

Did nor your ſpirits burſt with ſmothered vengeance, 
To ſee thy.noble feilow-warrior tortor'd ? 

Yet, without groaning, or a tear, eadure 

The torments of the damn'd? Oh, death to think it! 
We ſaw him bruis'd, we ſaw bis bones laid bare; 
His veins wide lac'd, and the poor quir'ring ſſeh 
With fiery pincers from his boſom torn, 

Till al þcheld where the great heart lay panting: 

Pol. Vet all like ſtatues Nood ! cold, lifeletsfta- 
As if the fight had froze us into marble ; [tes 
When, with colleQte rage, we ſhonld have flown 
To inftant vengeance on the ruthleſs cauſe, 

And plung'd a thouſand daggers in his heart. 

Caſ. Atour laſt banquet, when the bow: had gone 

1 giddy round, and wine inflam'd my ſpiritu, 

I ſaw Craterus and Hepheſtion enter 

In Perſian robes; to Alexander's health 

They largely drunk; and falling at his feet, 
With impious adoration thus addreſs'd 

Their idol god. Hail, ſon of thund'ring Jove! ; 
Hail, firſt of kings!) ung Ammon, live tor ever! 
Then kifs'd the ground; on which 1 lavgh'd e, 
And ſcofting, ak d em, why they kils'd no h user. 
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ALEXANDER 
Whereon the tyrant, ſtarting from his throne, 

4 2 S and — on my neck, 
learn thou to kiſs it, was hie fierce reply; | 
While with his foot he preſs'd me to the earth, 

Titi 1 lay welt ring in afoam of blood. 
Pl; Thus, when I mock'd the Perfians that ador'd 
He ruck me on the face, | ſhim, 
40d bid bie guards chaſtiſe me like a ſlave. 4 

dat is he "ſcape my vengeance, may he live, 
Creat as chat god Whole name he thus profanes, 
Ake a flave may 1 again be beaten, 


Caf. There ſpolce the ſpirit of Caliſthenes. 
temember, he's = man, his fleſh as penettable 
Az any girl's, and woundee-too'as foony 
To give him death no thunders-are rd. 
Struck by a ſtone, young Jupiter has falt'n, —. 
A ſword has piere'd him, and the blood has follow'd; 
Water will drown him, or the fire will burn: 
Bring this immortal to che gates of death. 1 1 

Pal. Oh, let us not delay the glorious buſineſs ! 
Oar wrongs are great, and honour calls for vengeance. 
Are your hearts firm? 6 " p179 YL 

— — dem. 64 * 

Pol. Take then my hand; and if you doubt my truth, 
Rip up my breaſt, and lay my heart upon it. 
Ces. While thus we Join our hands and hearts to- 
Remember Hermolaus and be huſh d. { gether; 

Pal. Huſh' d as the eve before an hurricane, 
01 baleful-planets when they ſhed heir poĩſons. 

( This day exulting Babylon receives IF 
The mighty robber— with hum comes Roxana, 
Fierce, h fair On his return from India, 
Anful ſue met him in the height of triumph, 

And by a thouſand wiles at Suſs kept bim, 

Ic all the luxury of eaſtern revels. | 
Pol. How bore Statira bis revolted love? 

For, if I ext not, ere the king eſpous d her, 

She made him promiſe to renounce-Roxana. 

Thef: No words can paint the anguiſh it occafion'd; 
Len Syſigambis wept; while the wrong'd qusen 
dock to the heart, fell lifeleſs on the ground, 
And thus remain'd, ſpite of her care and cordials, 
For an hour. f | | | N 

Caf. When the firſt tumult of her grief was laid, 
| ſought to fire her into wild revenge ; 

And to that end, with all the art I could, 
Deſcrid'd his-paſſion for the bricht Roxana. 
Lat though 1 could not to my wiſh inflame her 
Tha fur atleaſt her jealouſy will belpy ,. 
he'll give him tropbles that perhaps may end him, 
And ſet the court in univerſal uproar. —— 
But ſee, be comes. Our plots begin to ripen. 
Now change the visor, every one diſverſe, 
And with a face of triead/hip meet the king. 
| | [ Exeunt. 

Enter Syligambis, Statira, and Pariſatis. 

Sta. Ob, ſor a dagger, a draught of poiſon, flames 
Lell, heart! break, break, thou wretched, ubborn 
Now, by the ſacred fire, I'll not be held: I thing 
Why do you with my life, yet ſtifle me for 
Want of 2 — Pray, give me leave to walk. 

H. Is there no reverence to my perſon due ? 
Tut me, Statira, had thy father liv'd, 

Darius wou' ! have heard me. 
Sta, Oh! he's falſe; 
This glorious man, this wonder of the world, 
u ty his love, and ev'ry god foreſworn. 
Vh, I have heard him breathe ſuch ardent vows, 
Out-weep the morning with his dewy eyes, 
Ani fg and ferry the lift ning ftars away. 
A. Believe not rumour, tis impotkble, 


Scof'd as I paſs, and branded for a coward. | 


THE GRE A T.. 5 
Thy Alexander is'renown'd fur truth; 
Above gece i 3 | 
Sta. Away, and let me die. 
"Twas but my fondneſs, "twas my eafy nature 
Wou'd have excur'd him: 1 
Are not his falſhoods; and Statira's wrongs, 

A ſubject canvaſs d in the mouths of ' millions & 


* 
) 2 


The babbling world can talk of nothing elfe - 
Why, Alexander, why vould'ſt thou deceive me! 
{ Haye I not lov'd thee, cruel as thou art 


Have I not kifs'd thy wounds with dying fondneſs, 
Bath'd em jn tears, and bound em with my hair! 
Whole nights Pre fat and wateh'd thee as' a child, 


Lull'd thy frerce pains; and ſung thee'to repoſe. 


Par. If man can thus renounee the ſole mu ties © 


3 Of ſacred love, who wou'd fegard his vows ? wy 


Stra. Regard his yows * the monſter, traitor! 
1 will forſake the haunts of men, converſe nl 
No more with aught that's human; dwell with dai le 


Nay, we have ſeen an bundred common ailments | For ſince the fight of him is now anwelcomi Knete 


What has the world to give Statira joy? 

vet ! muſt tell thee, perjur'd un he 1% 170? 
Not the ſoft breezes of the gema fpring, 171 A 
The fragrant violet, or op\ning roſe, " 6#& 


"| Art half fo ſweet as Aﬀeximder's breath, 7. 


Then he will talk—good gods, how be will talk! 
He ſpeaks the kindeſt words, and tooks ſuch things, 
Vows with fdch paſſion, and ſwears with ſoch a 
That it is heav'n to be deluded by him. © [graves 
' Tyſ.. Her ſorrows muſt have way. | 
Sta. Roxana then enjoys" my perjar'd love; 
Roxana claſp# my monarch in her arms,, 
Doats on my conqti'ror, my dear lord; my king. 1 
Oh, *tis too much! by Heav'n I cannot bear it!?! 
She claſps him all She, the curft, happy ſhe 
In die, or rid me of the burning torture. 
Hear me; bright god of day, hear; ew'ry god, © 
Syſ. Take heed, Statira; weigh it well, my child, 
Ere defperate love enforces you to ſwear.” / _ 
Ste. Oh, fear not that! already have { weigh'dirg 
And in the preſence here of Heav'n and you; '" 
Renounce al! converſe with perfidions man. 
Farewel, ye cozeners of our eſyſe! ! 
And thou, the falſeft of the faithleſs Kind, 
Fare wel, for ever! Oh, farewel! farewet! 
If I but mention him the tears will loc. . 
How could'ſ thou, cryel, wrong a heart like'mire, 
Thus fond, thus doating, e' en to madneſs, on thee! 
Sy/. Clear up thy griefs, thy Alexander comes,” 
Iriumphant in the ſpoils of conquer'd India; 
This day the hero enters Babylon, „ e. 


0 #% 
: 
: 
* 


Sta. Why, let bim come: all eyes w 
N with rapture; 6.1 
All bearts will joy to ſee the victot paſs, 
All but the wretched, the forlorn Statira. 
* Wilt thou not ſee him, then ? «io. 
ia. I (wear, and Heav'n be witneſs to my vow, 
. | Lee 


Never from this fad hour, never to ſee, 
Nor ſpeak; nog nor, if poſſible; to think 
Of Alexander more: this is my vow, 
And when | break it- THIS" 
Sy. Do not ruin al. | 
$14. May | again be perjur'd and deluded! 
May furies eng my heart | may lightnings bla me? 
Syſe Reca:, mv child, the dreadful ipprecations 
Sia, No, | will publiſa it thro! all the court; 
Then to the, bew'rs of great Semiramis, 
Retire for ever from the treacherous world. 1 
There from man's fight will I conceal my woes, 
And teek in ſoſitude a calm repoſe. 
Not pray'rs, nor tears, ſhall my retoives controu!, 
Nor love iti-it, that tyraut of the foul. { Lxcunts 


* 
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Loudly they. murmur:at Statirz s wrongs, 


ALEKANDER 
;&-:1@) tBaon$h e 
 $CENE, .Triemppat 2b. * 

4 Pe 3 Pol perchon. F* _—_ 


LET IS 4 


Ca 
Hf e 


& 


In van do prodigies foretel.his fall: T7 


Attenged by a e ee 4.4 41 
This. ga pid conqu'ror of the rauag d 
Makes his;agpearance, and dehes the 
Bob. ** a — powers Sy 
! 3 
Theſe 'of nature, at a tyrants doom ? 
1 Alexander of ſuch wond'rbus.moment,” . nt 
Thatibeav'n hold fee! the wild alarms of fear, 
And fate iuſelf become. a babbler for him? 
Cad in the very arms we ſaw. him wear, 
The ſpirit of his father haunts the . 634 
—+ all ph rnd of. ſolemn ſocrow.. 
— fix'd his eyes upon me, 
pale haod—pad, threatful hook his Ry 
Groan'd — xanih'd- from my view. 
A fear till then unknown poſſeſa d my foul, 
And fick'ning nature, trembled at the fight! 


Pol. Why ihould you tremble ?—Has the yawn- | Riſe to my arms, amd der thy king embrace thee. 


+ * 4 
id all the tertures of the damn'd before me, 7 | 
x Jouly anſhaken in ber firmzelalve, _ 
Wou'd brave thoſe. tertutes, and purſue the 2 55 
Caſ. * Polyperchan, he this night ſhall 
Our of Pprodigies, advance; 
Succeſs — vs, »Qb,/itzoys my foul! _ - 
To. dal deftradtion like the, hang of Hear" as 
Felt while: unſee n. G 
Pal. The Perfians. all Aiffarivbed appear z 


And fiegaly cepſure Alexander's falbeod. | 
A know be loves Statira more than life; - 
And when he hears the ſolemn vow ſhe made, 
he dach that bars her from his fight for ever, 


emaxſe aud horeor wiil at once invade him, 
Rend hig wzeck'd ſoul, and ruſh him into. madneſs, 
Pal. Of that ann -the court begins to th ; 


From ev'ry. province of the — aan 
Ambaſſadors in Babylon are met; * on 
As if mankind had previouſly agreed | 
Ta compliment the tyrant's boundleſs pride, 

And hold a ſolemn ſynod of the world, 

Where Alexander like a ſhould diftate. 4 
Cafe We muſt away, or mingle with the crowd, 

Adore this god till apt occaſion calls, 
To make bim what he wou'd be thought—im- 
mortal, LE. 
A of Warlike Maſic. 

Enter Clytus, ard Ariſtander in bis Robes. - 
Arif — re vetend Ciytus, haſte and top * 

* g · 

0 Che Already is he enter'd, and the throng 
Of princes that ſurround him is fo great, 
They keep atdiftance all chat would approach. 

Arift. Wege be encircled by the gods themſelves, 
I mu be heard, for death awaits his ſtay, 
Cly. "Thas place yourſelf within, bis trumpet'n 


dz 
Sdortly he'll appear. 
#ntir Alexander in a Tri 


[Exeunt.\ 
0 draton by black 


Slaves. Trophies and warlite Enſigns in Proceſ-| 


ion befere him. Clytus, Hepheftion, Lyſimachus, 
Ariſtander, Caprives, Guards, and Attcndants. 
See, the"conqu'ring hers comes, | 
Sound che trumpet, beat the drums; 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring. 
Songs of triumph to kim fing. 


20 


Than Ciy tus does the king. 


Acknowledg'd me hie n. 
And hou my mighty 


| | FeNliboth apon me, with two mighty blows, 


When'glory, like the dazzling eagle, ſtoo“ 
_ - | When fortune's ſelf my ſtandard trembling bore, 


And hiieks as of the damn d that bowl for n. 


THE GREAT, 


| See the godlike vuth advance, | 
Breathe 5 and lead the dance; 
Myrtle weeath, and ryſes twine, dy 
To deck the hexo's. braw divine. 
Hepb. Hail, fen ef Jane! great Alexander, hall! 
Alen. Riſe all; und thou, my ſecond 222 
friend, 
h, my Hepheſtiong [raiſe/thee from the earth 
ome to m armi,,a2dhide thee-in my heart; 
carer, yet nearer,elte thou lov'ſt me not, 
Hepb. Not love me king] bear witnels, all ye 


powers $' 


2 


j 44 


And let your'thutndes ail me to the centre. 


If fa ever hurn'd more brightly ! 
Immortal baſoms can alone admit 


A flame. more pure mare permanent than mine, 


Alex. Thou destr tu me than my groves of | 
I Know thouilov'fe thy Alexander more - pray 


I. Now tor my fete! a 
ſee that death zweite mewo-yet 'I on. 
Dtend Sir, I caſt me at your royal feet. 

Mex, Riſe, my. Ly@machus ; thy veins and mine, 
From the ſ.me fountain have deriv'd their reams, 


Is not that-Clytus? "fy 
Plus, double atra'd, methiaks  - 2 
[| fand tremendous. as the Lybian — 
Whe, while his yriets and I queff d ſacred blood, 
My lightning thau, 
thunder. I have ſeen 
Thy glitt'niag fword out- fly xœleſtlai fare; 
And when {ve ery'd; Be gene and ezecute, 
I've ſeen him run ſwifter then Rarting biods, 
Nor bent the tender graſe beneath his feet. 

Lyſ. When fete invites, and Alexander leads, 
Dangers and teils but animate the brave. 

C/y. Periſh the ſolaier, inzlorious and deſpis 45 
Who Rats from either when the king cries—on, 

Alex, Oh, Clytus! Oh; ray noble veteran 
"Twas, remanber, when I paſs d the Granicus, 
His atm p eſer vid ume frum une qual force. 
When fierce Itanor and the bold Rheſaces, 


And clove my temperid belmet quite aſunder; 
Then, like a/god, flew Clytus to my aid; 
Thy thuader ftruck. Rheſaces to the ground, 
oo turn'd with'ready vengeance on Itanor. 
To your on deeds that victory you owe, 

. * ure your arms did never boait a nobler. 

Alex, By Heav'n; they never did; they never can; 
Aud-I more glory to hase dat d that Qream, 
Than to have drove a million o'er the plain. 
(Can none remember ? Ye, 4 know all mutt; 


Perch'd on my beaverit the Gtenick food; 


And the pale fates Rood frighted on the tho:e; 
| When each immortal on the billows rode, 
And I myſelf appest'd the teading god. 
A. Huſtey tirſt of heroes, from this fatal plat 
Far, far from Babylon, enjoy your triumph, 
Or all the glories, which your,youth has wony 
Are blaſted in their ſpring. + 
Alex. What mean thy fears? 
And why that witd viftraſtion on thy brow ? 
Ari. This mern, great king, I view'd the ane 
And, frighted at the dir#ful prodigies, * 
To Oroſmades for inſtruction flew;. 
But as I pray'd;'deep echoing groans | heard, 
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ALEXANDER 


week's ot be omen“ while amaz'd | lay, 


| Fate rev rence, on the OY floor, . 
nce; Tus ſpoke the god: , 
1 the brighteſt glory of Imperial mans” 
** 1 The price of nations; and t he boat of fame, 
oder, hail Remorſeleſs fare in Babylon hes doom d 
i. ſelf, my To ſudden and mrevocuble rvin. 
$: ; Alex, If Reav'n ordains that Babylon muft fall, 
earth! em NI th) immurable decree? | 
heart; Enter Per licras, | 
* * Oh, horror! horror! Dreadful and pits 
ls, all ye tous? | 
Alex. How now, Perufec as, whence this exclama- 
. Per. As Meleager *afid myſelf, this morn, [tion? 
nt Led forth tHe, Perfian horſe to exercile, | 
2 We heard a noiſe s of a roſtiſhg wind ; 
_— When fu#den]y a flight” of bateful birds, 
$ of lavecly Like a thick cloud, obſcur's the face of beav'n: 
On bound ag wings from diffrent | 45 they flew, 
Edcount"ring met, and battled in the air; 
Their talons.clath'd, their bevks gave mighty blows, 
And ſhow'rs of blood fell 'copious from their wounds. 
* _ Ales, Though all the curtains of the ſky were 
: — drawn, 
— — And the ſtars wink, young Ammon fhall go on; 


Wille my Statira ſhines I cannot ſtray, 

Love lifts his torch to unt me on my way, 

And her bright eyes create anothet day. 

I Vourhſafe, dread' Sir, to —4 my humble 


Alex. 1 patdon the, ſor mytold Cy tus fake... 4 
But if ande more, thou: mention thy raſh love,  / 


 |Philotas” rack, Caliſchenes diſgrace, 


| Come to congratulate wur ſafe amival. 


THE'GREAT. 


In that deftrution that awaits hig rival. 


7 


Or dar'ft attempt Hepheſtion's-precious life, 
I'll pour ſuch ſtorms of indignation on thees: . 
Shall be delight to what thou ſhalt endures ; 
.Cly, My lurd, the agtd queen, with Pariſaticy 
Ell 3 
Enter Syſigambis and Parifatis. =» 
Her. Oh, thou, the bet of women, Syſigambls, 
r of 'nvy 3 joy, bleſt parent of my love! 
In humble duty to the gods and you, 
Pulte us; Sir, with gratitude to kneel. | 
Through you the royal houſe of Perfia ſhines, +. 
Rais'd from the depth of wretchiednefs — 
In all. the ſplendor of imperial greatneſs. 
Fo meet me thus wis generoufty done; 
But ſtilłthere warte, to crown my happineſs, - 
That treaſure of my ſbul, my dear Stacira? 
Had fhe but come to meet her ———_— 
1 had bren bleſt indeed. 
. Now who ſal} dare 
To fell tin of the queen's vow? 
Alex. Wow fares 
My love Ha!] neither anſwer me! all Glen! 
A ſudden horror, like # bolt of ice,  - 
\ Shoots to my heart, and numbs the ſeat of He. 
Heyb. I would relate it, but my courage fails me. 


"4 


A prince intreats it, [fuit, | Alex. Why ſtand you all as you were robted here? 
d bload Alex. A ſoldier aſks it, that's the nobleft olaim., What, will none anſwer ? my Hepheſfion Glentf 
_—_— Lyſ. For all The ſervices my ſword has done, If thou haſt any love for Alexander; 
- = Humbly I beg The princeſs Parifatis. If ever F oblig'd thee by my care, 
Alex, Lyſmachus, nd more—it is not well, | When through the field of death my eye bes ot 
ne g My word, you know, was to Hepheſtlon given, thee, 
* How bare you, then, | Reſolve my doubts, endrefcue me from madneſs. 
* Ly/. At your command to ſcale th' embartlet | Hepb. Your movrnfug q neon has no diſeuſe but 
* leads, orſetcb the N. ſtandard from the foe, [wall, Occaſion'd by the jeulbus reef love. [atief, 
When has Hepheſtlon flowrt wich warmer zeal? | She heard, dread Sir, (for "what can "(rape 4 lover) 
efpis'd When did he leave Lyſimschus behind? That yon, regardleſs of your vows, at Suſa, | 
oy — Theſe I have done, for theſe werein my pow'r; Had to Roxant's charms reſign'd your hearty þ 
of But when you charge me to retivunce my love, And revell'd in the] joys you onee forſwors. | 
0 And from my thoughts to baniſh Pariſatis; Alex. 1 own, the ſabtle-ſorcerefs, in my riot, 
Obedience there becomes impoſſible, | My reaſon gone, ſedvc'd me to her bed; + 
L Nature revolts, and my whole ſoul rebels. But when F wak*d, I hovie the Circe of, 
4 Alex, It does, brave Sir — No hear me, and be | Though the enchantreſs held me by che arm, 
* When by my order. cufſt C-liſhenes [dumb. | And wept'and'gaz't with alf the force of loves , 
0 Wu as a traitor doom'd'ts live in tormente, Nor griey'd H lei for that which Thad dene, N 
id, Your pity ſped him in deſpigbt of me. Than when at Thaivſuit, enrag'd with wine, h 
0 Think not 1 have forgot your infolence3 I ſer the fam'd Perſepolis on fire. 0 
dee No, though ! pardon'd it.—Yet, if again Your qbeen Statira, in the ragt of grief, 
_ Troy dar & to crofs me with another erittf*, And agony of deſp*rate love, has fworn, 
Nc ond The bolts of fury Mall be doubled on thee. Never to ſet your mojefty again. 
* In the meatt time. — think not of Parifatis ; Alex. Oti, Madam, Nas ſhe, has Statira ſworn, 
HY For if thou doſt—by the immortal Ammon! Never to ſee her Alexandet mbre? 
#; het regard that blbod of mine, thou ſtrar'ſt, Impoſſible! the cou d not, odd not (wear it. 
But uſe thge as. the vileſt Macedoniap. le ſhe not gentle av the gulleleſt ihfünt, 
11 Lyſ..1 knew you, partial, ere I mov'd my fuit; Nd as the gemal breezes of the ſprlag, 
; bore, Yer] Know, jt makes not my, "determin'd purpoſe; | And ſoftet than tie melting ſighs of love? 
— While I hate ſife.apd Mength' to wield's * Par, With ſorrow, Sir, 1 heard the blem vo; 
I ** will forego he lorioys claim. 7 My motiier: heard dt and in vain adjut ' d her, 
Alex. A 20 ny 1 2 a! ttaitbr, was it w. By every tender morive, to tecab it. 
key 75 cit CY al Vn 07 Net) humour, |" $5/.But wittitharflerceneſs hereſent 
1 age al, to che impgertaheeds, : Fake your fault, andbeightens — 
von, omg FRE bor, provingal, 1 I That IL could wiſfyour'm majeſty forget her. 
ad tem 19 mine! N , wham = Alex. Ha, could you wi 2 forget Statira! 
oulT 805 to clay, dates utter bloody threats, The. tar,, uch brightent Alexander's m 
E Ch. Forgive, dread Sir, the ff ptic Ne Hig guide, by days, und oddeſt of his nights!- 
he aner Ide noble prince, .1 read it in his eyes, | | I feel her now z ſhe best in every pulſe, 
[ky od die 3 5 and deathi to ſerve his King, Tbraba at my heart, and circles with my blood.” 
An e his loyalty and truth, *. 1% Have patiences,ſon, and tryft to Heay'n and 
od, mi le there, bund feelmy arid, Tf my authortty Mas any influence, [mes 
c ba, W öde, nor Ralrhe ve toi fümpü I will exert it, and the mall be yours. 


Alex. Haſte, Madam, hafte, if you would have me 
Fly, ere, for ever, ſhe nbjure-the world, { live. 
And top the ſad proceſſion: [ Exit Syf: ] and, Pariſa- 
Hang thou abuut her, waſh her ſeet with tears. [ tis, 
Nay, hate; the breath of gods, and eloquence 
Of angels, go along with you. \- -[Exic Par. 
Oh, mytheart! ed | 

y. Now let your majeſty, who feels the pangs 
Of difappeinred love, teflect on mine, 

Mex. Had; © har 8 ' 
© Gly: What, are 

Lyſ. The prop'reſt time z he dares not now be 

partial, | 
Left Heav'n, io juftice, ſhould avenge my wrongs, 
And double ex'ry' pang which he feels now. 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 


you mad? Is this 2 time to plead! | 


Unkind ! thou know ſt m 


Y life was wrapt in tht 
Why would'ſt thou then to worſe — ”u 
le me 


Ly/. Oh, may'| thou live in joys without all; 
Grant it, ye goas! a better fortune waits thee; a 
Live and enjoy it— tis my dying wiſh. : 
While to the grave the loft Lyfimachus 
Alone retires, and bids the world adieu. 

Par. Even in that grave wil! Pariſatis Join the 
Yes, cruel man | not death itſelf hall part us; 
A, mother's pow'r, a ſiſter's ſoft'ning tears, 

ich all the fury of a tyrant's frown, 

Shall pot compel me to outlive thy lots. 
. Lyf. Were | to live till nature's ſelf decay'd, 
This wond'rous waſte. of unexampled love, 


Lo had it's t 
Lluatary fi 
; goving | 
Tin my Nu 
þ ghint've ſo 
(. Curſe 0 
bs. At le: 
| cover'd | 
- oh! Caf 
aint th'e 
A midſt 
be myſelf 
 actleſs | 
| warmeſt, 


A. Why dot thou tempt” me thus to thy un- I never could repay.— Oh, Pariſatis! nent lo 

N — £342 3374505 = , a a Thy charms might fire a coward into courage; , And 
Death thou ſhouldſt have, were it not courted ſo, (How muff they act, then, on a ſoul like mine? un now e 
But know; to thy conſuſion, that my word, Defenceleſs and unarm'd, I fight for thee, ſy Perfian « 
Like deſtiny, admits of no repeal : cd And may, perhaps, compel th aſtoniſh'd world, miſtreſs 
Therefores-in chains ſhalt thou behold the nuptials And force the king to own that I deſerve thee. brightef 
Of my Hepheſtion.—G uards, take bim priſoner. Eumenes, take the rinceſs to thy charge; ly all his v 


[The Guards ſeize Lyſimachus. 
Lyſ. Away, ye ſlaves, I'll not reſiga my ſword, 
Till firſt I've drench'd it in my rival's bleod. 


4 
Alex. I charge you kill him not; take him alive; 


* 


The dignity of kings is now concern d, 
And 1 will find a way to tame this rebel. 
C. Kneel—for 1 ſee rage lightning in his eyes, 

Lyf. 1 neither hope, nor w'H 1 ſue for pardon; 
Had I my, ſword and liberty again, 

Again I would attempt his favoprite's heart. 

Alex. Hence, from my fight, and bear him to a 
Perdiccas, give this lion to @ lion; dungeon. 
None ſpeak for him; fly ; ſtop his mouth, away. 

| | K — Lyf. Per. ard Guargt. 

Cy. This comes of women — the reſolt of love. 

»Tis folly all, tis frenzy and diſtraction; 

Yet were | heated now with wine, 1 doubt 

I ſhould be preaching in this fool's behalf, 
Alen. Come hither, Clytus, and my (rind He- 


S s 


i 
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— 


Lend me your arms. lobeſtion; 
I fear, hetwixt Statira's cruel vows, 
And fond Roxana's arts, your king will fall. 


C/y. Better the race of women were deſtroyed, 
And Perfia ſunk in everlaſting ruin. 
Heph. Look up, my lord, and bend not thus your 
As if you-purpos'd to forſake the world, - [head, 
ht ng have greatly won. 
; » Wou'd I had not; ; 
"There's no true joy in ſuch unweildy fortune. 
Eternal gazers laſting troubles make; 
All find my fſpors, but few obſerve my brightneſs. 
Stand from about me all, and, give me air! 
Yes, 1 will ſhake this Cupid. from my ſoul ; 
Jil fright the feeble god with war's alarms, 
Or drown his pow'r in floods of hoſtile blood. 
Grant me, great Mars, once more in arms to ſhine, 
And break, like lightning, through th' embatt)ed 
Tha fields of death to whirl the rapid car, fline; 
And blaze-amidiitbe thunder of the Wat, 
Refiltleſs as the bolt that rengs the grove; 
Or greatly periſh, like the ſan of Jove, [Excune. 
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A puny girl, made up of watry elements! u falling, 
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Shall ſhe embrace the god of my deſires, 
And triumph in the heat Roxana claims? 

Coſ. Oh, princeſs! had you ſeen his wild deſpair 
Had you beheld him when he heard her vow, 
"Words woy'd bot wrong the agonies he felt: 


Ob, Shicher art'thoo going != Hold a - 
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He fainted thrice, and life ſegm'd fled for ever; . 

And when by our aſſiduous care recall d, lu. Aw 

He ſnatch'd his ſword, and aim'd it at his breaſt, by. Oh, r 

Then rail'd at you with moſt ynheard of curſes, a 
Rax, If I forget it, may 'ſt thou, Jove, deprive ed t 

Of vengeance, make me the moſt wretched thing Du Alex. 

On earth while liying, and when dead, the loweſt fink the 

Of the Sends, Get. Oh, 
Caſ. Oh, nobly ſaid! ny ſak 

* 13 the vengeance which inflames your ſoul; ſell dim, 
our wrongs demand it but let reaſon govern; kit with tr 

This wild rage, elſe, may diſappoint your aims, Jell bim! 
Rox. Away, away, and give a whirlwind room; nd, fight) 

Pride, indignatian, fury, and contempt, V. No, 

War in my breaſt, and torture me to madneſs, 8. appr 
Caf. Oh, think got I would check your boldeſt que 

' Alights; | | * 

No=1 approve em, and will aid your vengeance. N. thy 

But, princeſs, let us chuſe the ſaſeſt courſe, * n 

Or we may give dur foes hew cauſe of triumph, t * Tl 

Should they diſcover, and prevent out purpoſe. 4 tet 
Rox, Fear not, Caſſander; nothing hol! prevent it; 4 N out 

Roxana dooms him, and her voice is fate. ; whos, 

My foul, from childhood, has aſpir'd to empire ; hep, 

In early nonage I was us d to reign . ry 

Among my ſhe-companjons ; I deſpis'd ply 

The trifling arts, and little wiles of women, a” Pp 

And taught em, with an Amazonian ſpirit, "wy T 

To win the ſteed, to chaſe the foaming boat, * H 

And copguer man, the r ſavage. 8 5 
Cof. Her yord, hen lle. le every orion Wi ae 
Rex. Bur when J hgajd of Alexander's fine, WW tt 

How yith a handful, be had yanquiſh'd millions, 

Spoil'd all the Eaft, and captive held our queens; z 
peonquer'd bf their, charms, With 
ich heavenly pity be afſuag's their woes, Pre ben 

Dry'd up thei? tears, and ſooth'd them into peace * 

I hung, attentive, on my ſather's lips, 4 * 

And wiſh'd him tell the won d' ros tale again. | yu 
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ALEXANDER 
iat turn, and all the woman reign'd. 
atm ſighs beav'd in my breaſt, 
by gloving bluſhes crimſon'd on my cheek; 
Ein my Numbers I have often mourn'd, 
bhintive ſounds, and murmur'd Alexander, 
Cf Curſe on his name !—ſhe doats upon him fill, 
ks. At length, this conqueror to Zogdia came, 
covet'd o'er with laurels, ſtorm'd the city: 
- oh! Caſſander! where ſhall 1 find words 
Wust th extatic tranſports of my ſoul! 
En, midſt a circle of unrivall'd beauties, 
be myſelf diſtinguiſh'd by the hero, 
v artleſs rapture I] receiv'd his vows, 
he warmeſt, | that ever lover breath'd, 
& fervent love, and everlaſting truth, 
uf. And need you then be told, thoſe times are 
ta now engroſſes all his thoughts: [paſt ? 
ſy Perfian queen, without a rival, reigns ; 
kk miſtreſs of his heart-nor can thy charms, 
brighteſt, ſure, that ever woman boaſted 
lie all his vows of everlaſting love, . 
Gre R xana from diſdain and inſult. 
biz. Oh, thou haft rous' d the lion in wy ſoul! 
ball the daughter of Darius hold him? 
lh, 'tis reſolv'd;z I will reſume my ſphere, 
þ, falling, ſpread a general ruin round me. 
lawns and Statiraz they are names 
Tut muſt for ever jarr, 
Men they encounter, thunders muſt enſue. 
af. Behold, ſhe comes, in all the pomp of ſorrow, 
ſermin'd to fulfil her ſolemn vow ! | They retire. 
Eater Syſigambis aud Statira. 
hes. Away, and let us mark th' important ſcene. 
Ob, my Statira, hoy has paſſion chang'd thee! 
ak, in the rage of diſappointed love, 4 
ſ treated thus, and hurried to extremes, 
Mt Alexander may denounce againſt us; 
Wink the poor remains of loſt Darius. 
itat. Oh, fear not that! I know he will be kind, 
my ſake kind, to you and Pariſatis. 
Jell bim, I tail'd not at his falſhood to me, 
Gt with my parting breath ſpoke kindly of him; 
fell him I wept at our divided loves, 
and, fighing, ſent a laſt forgiveneſs to him. 
V No, I can ne'er again preſume to meet him, 
er approach the much-wrong'd Alexander, 
I thou refuſe to ſee him— Oh, Statira! 
Ty azed mother, and thy weeping country, 
aim thy regard, and challenge thy compaſſion : 
der ds, my child, an lift us from deſpair. 
Star, Thus low, I caſt me at your royal feet, 
Þ bathe them with my tears; or, if you pleaſe, 
[let out Ufe, and walk em with my blood: 
it I conjure yoy not so rack my ſoul, 
Jor'burry my wild thoughts to perfect madneſs 
Jade now Darius“ awful ghoſt appear, 
uuf hau, my mother, ſtand beſeeching by, 
Juul perfiſt to death, and keep my vow. 
This fortitude of ſoul compels my wonder, 
by. Hence, from my fight! ungrateful wretch, 
ae, to ſame defſart, be gone 
And hide thee where right virtue never ſhone; 
", in the fight of Heaven, I here renounce, 
thee off an alien to my blood, 
"X08 ray Syſigambis. 
Fas 
'th' intruſion of » 
Roxana ſeex Statira weep; [ſtranger ; 
dend, ind much applaud your fix'd reſolve, 
ut the world for Alexander's ſake; 
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THE GREAT. 
Than live for the deſpis'd Roxana's charms. 


Stat. Spare, Madam, ſpare your counterfeited 
fears; | 


Tho' humbly born, have you not captive held, 

In love's ſoft chains, the conqu'ror of the worid ! 

Away to libertines, and boaſt thy conqueſt; 

A ſhameful conqueſt. In his hours of riot, 

Then, only then, Roxana could ſurpriſe 

My Alexander's heart. 

| Rox. To ſome romantic grove's ſequeſter'd gloom, 

Thy ſickly virtue wou'd, it ſeems, retire, 

To ſbun the triumphs of a favour'd rival. Dy 

ln vain thou fly'ſt—for there, e en there I'll haunt 

thee; 

Plague thee all day, and torture thee all night; 

There ſhalt thou hear, in what extatic joys 

Roxana revels with the firſt of men; 

And, as thou hear'ſt the rapt'rous ſcene recited, 

With frantic jealouſy. thou'lt madly curſe * 

Thy own weak charms, that could not fix the rover. 

Stat. How weak is woman! At the form the 

ſhrinks, 

Dreads the drawn ſword, and tiembles at the thunder; 

Yet when ſtrong jealouſy inflames her ſoul, 

The ſword may glitter, and the tempeſt roar, 

She ſcorns the danger, and provokes her fate. 

Rival, I thank the Thou haſt fir'd my ſoul, 

And rais'd a ſtorm beyond thy pow'r to lay; 

Soon ſhalt thou tremble at the dire effects, 

And curſe, too late, the folly that undid thee. 
Rox. Sure the diſdain'd Statira dares not mean it! 
Stat. By all my hopes of happineſs, I dare: / 

And know, proud woman, what a mother's threats, 

A ſiſter's ſighs, and Alexander's tears, | 

Could not effect, thy rival rage has done. 

My ſoul, that ſtarts at breach of oaths begun, 

Shall, to thy ruin, violated run; 

I'll ſee the king, in ſpite of all I ſwore, | 
Tho' curs'd, that thou may'ſt never ſee him more. 
Enter Alexander, Hepheſtion, Clytus, Cc. 
Alex. Oh, my Statira !—thou relentleſs fair! 

Turn thine eyes on me——1 would talk to them. 

What ſhall I ſay to work upon thy ſoul ? 


Stat. Talk of Roxana, and the conquer'd Indies z 

Thy great adventures, and ſucceſsful love, 

And I will liſten to the rapt'rous tale; 

But rather ſhun me, ſhun a deſperate wretch, 

Reſign'd.to ſorrow, and eternal wee. 

Alex. Oh, I could die! with tranſport, die be- 

fore thee! >: 

Wouldſt thou but, as I lay cotuls'd in death, 

Caſt a kind look, or drop a tender tear. 

Say but, twas pity, one ſo fam'd in arms, 

One who has ſcap'd a thouſand deaths in battle, 

For the firſt fault, ſhould fall a wretched victim 

To jealous anger, and offended love. | : 
Rox. Am I then fall'n ſo low in thy eſteem, 

That for another thou would'ſt rather die, 

Than live for me? - How am I alter d, tell me, 

Since laſt at Suſa, with repeated oaths, 

You ſwore the conqueſt of the wor; | aiforded 

Leſs joy, leſs glory, than Roxana's love! 
Alex. Take, take that conquec'd world, diſpoſe 
of crowns, 

And canton out rne.empires of the globe; 

But leave me, Madam, with repentant tears, 

And undi ſſembled ſorrows, to atone 


. . 


_ | The wrongs Ive offer'd to this injur'd excellence. 


Rox. Yes, I will go, ungrateful as thou art! 
| 8 to my life, and murd' rer of my pe, 
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You know your beauty, and have prov'd it's pow'r: *. 


What words, what looks, can melt thee toforgiveneſs? . | 
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I will be gone; this laſt diſdain has cur'd me. | 
But have care I warn you not to truſt me; 
Or, by the gods, that witneſs to thy pe juries, 

I raiſe a fire that ſhall conſume you both, 


- 4 . 


Tho' I partake the ruin. [Exit. 


Eneer Syſigambis. | 


Sta. Alexander — Oh, is it poffible ? 
Immortal gods! can guilt appear ſo lovely ? 
Yet, yet 1 pardon, I forgive thee all. 
Alex. Forgive me all! Oh, catch the heavenly 
ſounds ! ; ; 
Catch 'em, ye winds, and, as you fly, 6iſperſe 
The rapt'rous tidings. thro* th* extended world, 
That all may ſhare in Alexan ter's joy! 4 
Sta. Yes, dear deceiver, I forgive thee all, 
But longer dare not hear thy charming tongue; | 
For while I hear thee, my reſo» es give way: 
Be therefore quick, and take thy lat ſatewel ; 
Farewel, my ove———Eternally farewel 1 | 
Alex, Oh, my Hepheftion ! bear me, or I fink. 
— Why, why Statira, will you uſe me thos? 
I know the cauſe, my working brain divines it: 
You ſay you'ye, pardon'd, but with this reſerve, 
Never again. to bleſs me with your love, | 
Sta. All-ſecing Heav'n ſupport me! 
_ ** to me, love! tho' baniſhment and 
at 
- Hang on thy lips, yet while thy tongue progounces, 
The muſic will awhile fuſpend my pains, ö 
And mitigate the byrrors of deſpair, 
Oh, could I fee you thus! 
Sta. Hig forrows wound my heart, 
Sort pity pleads, and'T again moſt love him: 
| I have ſworn, and therefore cannot yield. 


Alex, Go then, inhuman, triumph in wy pains, | 


Feed on the pangs that rend this wretched heart; 
For now "tis plain you never lov'd. Statira! 
Oh, I could ſound that charming, cruel name, 
LL. the tir'd echo faint with repetition; *_ 

Ill all the breathleſs groves, and quiet myrtles, 
Shook with my ſighs, - if a tempeſt bow'd 'em, 
My tongve could dwell for ever on that name. 
Starira f Ob, Seba e e 
Ses, Such was his looks, ſo melting was his voice, 

ch his he, and his deluding tears, 

zeh with that pleaſing, perjur'd breath avowing, 
His whiſpers trembled thro' my cred"lous cars, * 
And tolg. the ftbry of my utter ruin. | 
Gods ! if 1 Ray, I hall again believe. 

Farewel, thougreateſt pleaſure, greateſt pain, 

" Alex. 1 charge ye, ſtay he.: 
Oh, turn,thee, thou bewitching brightneſs, turn; 
Hear my laſt word ! and ſec a dying pangs! 

Lol at your Feet, Pebola, a monarch falls, 

A prince, who gave the conquer'd world to thee, 
And' thought thy love bought cheaply with the gift; 
Whole glories, i urels, bloom but ja thy ſiniles, 
Now ſhrunk and blaſted by thy croel dale, N 
Untimely falls. Yet, oh! when thou ſhalt die, 

Marg ath be mild, as thou art cruel now; 
And may thy beauties gently fink to earth, 

While girclink angels waft thee to repoſe. 

S. Art thou turn d ſayage ? Is thy heart of mar- 
But if this pt ure move thee not th IN, [ble 
I never will ſpeak more. 3 

A. Ob, my Stazira! 
I ſwear, m queen, III not out-live, our parting, 
My foul grows stil as deatlr. Say, wilt thou pardon? 
Te all I.aſk, Wile thou'forgive.the tranfpots 


Of a4 p-wounded. heart, and all is well? 
" LORE os ks hoes 
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hence. 
When I am laid i“ th* earth, yield her the world 
i'here's ſomething here, that heaves af cold 1 
Thot ſtops my breath. 
Sta. H 


das i 
Farewel, farewel for — 
old off, and let me run into his arms; 
My life, my love, my lord, my Alexander! ; 
lr thy Statira's loye can give thee joy, 
Revive, and be immortyl as the gods. 
Alex, My flutt"ripg heart, tumultous with it's bliſs, 

Would leap into thy boſam; tis ton much 
Oh, let me preſs thee in my eager arm, 
And ftrain thee hard to my tranſported preaſt! 

Sta. But ſhall Roxana — 

Alex. Let her not be nam'd. 
Oh, Madam! how ſhall 1 repay your goodneſs? 
And you, my fellow- warriors, who could grieve 
For your loſt king? But talk of griefs nb more; 
The bangquet weits, and I invite you all. a 
My equals in the throne, as in the grave, 
Without diQtinQion come, and ſhare my joy. 

Cy. Excuſe me, Sir, if I for once, am abſent, 

Alex. Excuſe thee, Clytus! None ſhall be excus'd, 
All revel out the day, *tis my command, 


Gay as the Perſſan god, ourſelf wilt Rand, 
With a crown'd goblet in our liftcd hand 
Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go a. 
While antic meaſures beat the burden'd ground, 
And to the vaulted ſkies our trumpets ciangors 
ſound, ** apt 6 IE. 


| | 


| fa nol 
Enter Clytus, Hepheſtion, and Eumenes. 
Cuy. RGE mengmore; I bate the Perfian dreſs, 
J Nor should the King be angry at the 
; rey"rence. yl 
Lowe my country—lacred are her cuſtoms, 
And honeſt Clytus will to death obferve em. 
Oh! let me rot jn Macedonian rags, : 
Or, like Caliſthenes, be cage d for lite, 
Rather than ſhine in fiſhians of the Eaſt. 
Zum. Let me, brave Clytus, as a friend, intrea; 


you. 

Hepb. What virtue is there that adorns a throne, 
Exaits the heatt, and dignifies the man, | 
Which ſhines obt brightly in our royal maſter? 
And yet perverſehy you'll oppoſe his will, 

And thwart an lanocent, unhurtſul humour. 

Ch. Unhurtfu] Ohl 'tis monſtrous affectation 
Pregnant with venom, in it's nature black, 

And not to be excus d.— Shall man, weak man, 
Exact the rev"rence which we pay to Heaven, 
And bid his fellow-creatures kneel befare him, 
And yet be innocent? Hepheſtion, na; 

The pride that lays a claim to adoration, 
Inſults our reaſon, and provokes the gods. 

Fum. Vet What wet Toye; the god whom we adore} 
Was de not once a man, and rais d to Heaven 
For gen'rous aQs, and virtues mort than human? 

Heph, By all His thunder, and his ſoy'reign po# 4 
I'll not believe the world yet ver felt 
An attwlike Alezandet Not that god 
You nam'd, tho" ridingin a car of fire, 

ould in, a ſhorter ſpace do greater deeds; 
be more eff | ally have tauht mankind, 

To beud fubmimve, and conſeſe hit ſway. 

Cly. I tell you, boy, that Olytus loves the Kia 

s well'as You, or any foldier here; 
er T afin 6 footh in yrowing price 


Alex. You ere too gratiout——Clytus, hex ug 
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The hero cHarms me, but the god offends. 
vb. ex go not to the banquet. 

of Wi Ys I was bid, 
Young minjon, was I not, as well as you? 
I'll go, my friend, in this old habit, thus, 
And laugh, and drink the king's health heartily; 
And while you, bluſhing, bow your heads to earth, 
And hide them in the duſt—1';1 ſtand erect, 
da ght as a ſpear, the piliar of my country, 
And be by ſo much nearer to the gods. 

Hepb. But fee, the king appears. 


Enter Alexander, Statira, Syßgambis, Pariſatis, 
and Attendants. 


Par. Oh, gracious monarch! 

are him] oh, ſpare Lyfimacbus's life! 
Jknow you will—the brave delight in merey. [rows. 

Alex, Shield me; Statira, ſhield me from her ſor- 

Par. Save him! oh, ſave him, ve it be too late 
Speak the kind word, let not your ſoldier periſh, 
For one raſh action, by deſpair oceaſion'd. 

Ii follow thus, for ever on my knees; 
You ſhall not paſs —-Statira! oh, intreat him! 

Alex: Oh, Madam take her, take her from about 
Her ftreaming eyes aſſail my very ſoul, [me :; 
Acd ſhake my beſt reſolves. 

Sea. Did I not break 
Thro' all for you ? Nay, now, my lord, you muſt. 
By all th' obedience I have paid you long, 

By all your paſſion, ſighs, and tender locks, 
Oh! fave a prince, whole only crime is love. 

Sy/. I had not join'd in this bold ſuitz my ſon, 

But that it adds new luſtre to your honours. 


4 


Alex. Honour ! what's that? Has not Scatira ſaid 


Were I the king of the blue firmament, lit! 
And the bold Titans ſhould again make war, 
Tho' my reſiſtleſi thunders were prepar'd, 
By all the gods, the ſhould arreſt my arm, 
Uplifted to deſtroy-them. Fly, Hepheſtion, 
Fly, Clyrus ; ſnatch him from the jaws of death, 
And to the royal banguet bring higr ſtraight, 
Bring him in triumph, fit ſor loads of honour. 
: [Exeunt Hepheſtion, Cc. 
Sta. Why are you thus, beyond expreſſion, kind? 
Oh, my lord | my raptur'd heart, 
By gratitude and love at once inflam' 
With wild emotion flutters in my breaſt ; 
Oh, teach it, then, inſtruct it how to thank you! 
Alex. Excellent woman ! 
'Tis not jd nature to ſupport ſuch joy. | 
Sta, Go, my beſt Jove; unbend you at the banquet; 
Hur joy, and laugh your cares away; 
ile, in the bo wers of great Semiramis, 
I dreſs your bed with all the ſweets of nature, 
And crown it as the altar of our loyes, 
Where I will lay me down, and ſofily mourn 
But never cloſe my eyes, Ul you return, Ke. Sta. 


Aer. Is the not more than mortal can deſire; 
As Venus lovely, and as Dian chafte? 
And yet, I know not 


A ghaftly paleneſs ſat upon her brow; 
Her voice, like dying echoes, fainter grew; 
And as I'wrung her by the roſy fingers, 
Methoughtthe rings of my 
could it mean ?—Forward, Leomadus. | 
Enter Roxana, Cafſander, and Polyperchoa. 
ox. For a laft look, _ | 
And to imprint the memory of my wrongs, 
18 wrong, an Alexander's mind. 
Alex. -On to the banguet. - [r. Alex. &c, 
Res, Ha! with Such difdain! 
unconeerd 


80 1 UA, Icoutd tear myſelf, 
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why, our parting ſhocks me; 


eat heart were crack d. 


, 


| 


II 


and all the hateful world, to atoms! 

Caſ. Still keep this ſpirit up, preſerve it ſtill, 

And know us for your friends. We like your rage 
Here, in the fight of Heav'n, Caſſagder ſwears, 
Unaw'd by death, to ſecond your revenge. 

Speak but the word, and, ſwift as thought can fly, 
The tyrant falls a victim to your fury. 

Roy. Shali he then die? Shall Iconſent to kill him? 
, that haye lov'd him with that eager fondneſs, 
Shall I conſent to have him baſely murder d, 

And fee him claſp'd in the cold arms of death? 
No, Caffander, _ 
Worlds ſhoyld not tempt me to the deed of horrar. 

Pal. * weak fond ſcruples of your love might 

aſs, 
Was . the Empire of the world copcern'd: 
But, Madam, think, when time ſhall teach his 
tongue, 3 

How will the glorious infant, which you bear, 
Arraign hls partial mother, for refuſing 
To fix him on the throne which here we offer? 

Caf. If Alexander lives, you cannot reign,. 
Nor will your child. Old Syfigambis plans 
Your ſure deſtruction. Boldly, then, prevent her; 
Give but the word, and Alexander dies. 

Pol, Not he alone, the Perfian race ſhall bleed. 
At your command, one univerſal ruin, 

Shall, like a deluge, whelm the eaſtern world, 
[Ill glorioufly we raiſe you to the throne, 

Rox, But till the mighty ruin be accompliſh'd, 
Where can Roxana fly th" avengiag arms 
Of thoſe who muſt ſucceed this godlike man? 

{ Caſ. Would you vouchſafe, intheſe expanded arms 
To ſeek a refuge, what could hurt you here? 
There you might reign with undiminiſh'd luſtre, 
Queen of the Eaft, and empreſs of my ſoul. | 

' Rex. Diſgrac'd Roxana! whither art thou fallen! 
Till this curs'd hour, I never was unhappy : 
There's not-one mark of former majeſty, 

To awe the ſlave that offers at my honour. 3 

Caſ. Impute not, Madam, my unbounded paſſion 
To want of rev'rence—I have lov'd you Jong, 
Rox. Peace, villain, peace, and let me hear no more» 
Think'tt thou I'd leave the boſom of a god, 
And ſtoop to thee, thou moving piece of earth? 
Hence, 'from my ſight, and never more preſume 
To meet my eyes; for, mark me, if thou dar'ft, 
To Alexander I'll unfgld thy treaſon: 
Whoſe life, in ſpite of all his wrongs to me, 
Shall ſtill be ſacred, and above thy malice., 0 

Caf. By your own life, the greateſt oath, I ſweaty 
Cafſander's paſſion from this hour is dumb; : 
And, as the beft atonement I can make, 
Statira dies, the victim of your vengeance. 

Rox. Caſſander, riſe ; tis ample expiation. 

Yes, rival, yesg—this night ſhall be thy laſt, ' 
This night, I know, is Ceſtia'd for thy triumph, 
And gives my Alexander to thy arms. | 

Oh, murd'rous thought! ; 

5.0. The bow'rs of great Semiramis are made 
The ſcene of love; Perdigcas hotds the guard. _ 

Caſ. Now is your time. While Alexander revels, 
And che whole court re-echoes with his riot, f 
To ed her, and with her to end your fears. 
Cive me but half the Zogdian flaves that waif you, 
And deem her dead. Nor ſhall a foul eſcape, 

That ferves your zival, todiſperſe the news. 

Rox. By me they die, Perdiccas and Statira z 


Him, you 


Hence with thy aid, I neither aſk nor waar it, 


But will myſelf conduct the ſlaves to battle. 

Were ſhe to fall by any arm but mine, | 

Weil 11 ſhe murmur, ang arraign her ſary; 
- ; s 


L 


0 
3 


No, Patifatis, be the glory thine, 


2 


life well loſt to die by my command. ; 
Rival, rejoice, and, pleas'd, reſign thy breath, 
| Roxana's vengeance grants thee noble death. { Exit. 
* "Caf. All but her Jove, this Semele diſdains. 
We muſt be quick—She may, perhaps, betray” 


The great deſign, and fruftrate our revenge. 


Pol. Has Philip got inſtructions how to act? 

Caſ. He has, my friend j and, faithful to our cauſe, 

' Reſolves to execute the fatal order. 

Bear him this phial—it contains a poiſon 

Of tbat exalted force, that deadly nature, 

Should ZEſculapivs drink it, in five hours 

For then it works) the god himſelf were mortal. 

4 drew it from Nonacris' horrid ſpring z 
' Mix'd with his wine, a ſingle drop gives death, 

And ſends him howling to the ſhades below. 

Pol. I know it's power, for I have ſeen it try'd ; 
Pains of all forts, thro* every nerve and artery 
At once it ſcatters—burns at once, and freezes, 

Till, by extremity of torture forc'd, 
The ſoul conſents to leave her joyleſs home, 
And ſeek fot eaſe in worlds unknown to this. 

Caſ. Now let us part: with Theſſalus and Phili 
Haſte to the bahquet—.t his ſecond call, | 
Let this be given bim, and it crowns our hopes. 
Now, Alexander, now, we'll ſoon be quits; 

Death for a blow, is intereſt indeed. 
SCEN E, the Palace. 
Alexander, Perdiccas, Caſſander, Polyperchon, Eu- 
menes, diſcovered at a Banquet, Cc. | 
fon [ A floerifp f Trumpets. 

Alex. Toourimmortal health, and our fairqueen's: 

All drink it deep; and while the bowl goes round, 
Mars and Bellona join to make us muſic, 

A thouſand bulls be offer d to the ſun, 

White as his beams: Tpeak the big voice of war; 


[ Exeunt, 


* 


Beat all our drums, and ſound our filver trumpets; : 


Provoke the gods to follow our example, 
In bowls of nectar, and replying thunder. 


[F. __ 

Enter Clytus, Hepheſtion, and Lyftmachus bloody. 
Long live the king; long live great Alexander; 
queſt crown kis arms with deathleſs laurels, 
Propitious to his friends, and all he favours. _ 

Alex. Did I not give command you ſhould preſerve 
Lyſimachus ? ' 

Hepb. Dread Sir, you did. 

ex. What, then, 

Portend theſe bloody marks ? 

Hepb. Ere we arriv'd, 
Perdiccas had already plac'd the prince 
In a lone court, all bot his hands unarm'd. | 

Cly. On them were gauntlets;z ſuch was his defire, 
In death to ſhew the difference betwixt 
The blood of Eacus and common men. | 
Forth'iſſuing from his den, amaz'd we ſaw 
The horrid ſavage, with whoſe hideous roar 
Tie palace ſhook. His angry eye-balls glaring, 
Wich triple fury, menac'd death and ruin. 
Hab. With uncancern the galfant prince advanc'd: 


. 


But mige the danger, were bis only words; 
For, as he ſpoke, the furious beaſt deſcried him, 
And r6h'd outrageous to devaur his prey. | 
Ch. Ace and vigorous, he avoids the ock 
Thruft gauntlet, arm and all; into his throat, 
And, with Hercvleanftrength, tears forth the tongue: 
Foaming and bloody, the diſabled ſavage | 
Sunk to the earth, and plough d it with his teeth; 
While, with an ative bound, your conqu'ring ſoldier, | 
wy his back, and daſh'd his ſcull in pleces, 
"By all my laurels, twWes a godlike act; 


of Trumpets. | 


| Till the King drinks. 
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| And 'tis my glory, as it (hall be thine, 

That Alexander could not pardon thee, 

Oh, my brave ſoldier ! think not all the pray'rs 

And tears of the lamenting queens could move gy 

Like what thou haſt perform'd ; grow to my breaſt 
Ly/. Ts ſelf-condemn'd, and conſcious of my 

uilt 

How fhall 1 ſtand ſuch unexampled goodneſs? 

Oh, pardon, Sir, the tranſports of deſpair, 

The frantic outrage of ungovern's love! 

Even when I ſhew'd the greateſt want of reverence 

I could have died, with rapture, In your ſervice, . 
Alex. Lyfimachus, we both have been tranſported; 

But, from this hour, be certain of my heart, : 

A lion be the impreſs of thy ſhield, | 

And that gold armour we from Porus won, 

Thy king preſents thee—Bur thy wounds aſk req, 
Lyſ. J have no wounds, dread Sir: or, if | bad, 
Were they all mortal, they ſhouid ſtream unminces 
When Alexander was the glorious heaith, 

Alex, Thy hand, Hephe'tion, Claſp him to thy 
And wear him ever near the. Pariſatis [heart 
Shall now be his who ſerves me beſt in war. 
Neither reply, but mark the charge I give: 
| Live, live as friends—Y ou will, you muſt, you ſhall, 
"Tis a god gives you life. 

Cy. Oh, monſtrous vanity! 

ex. Ha! what ſays Clytus? Who am 1? 
Cly. The ſon ' 
Of good King Philip. 
Alex, By my kindred gods, 
'Tis falſe. Great Ammon gave me birth. 

Cly. I've done. 

p ab Clytus, what means that dreſs? Give him 
Take it, and wear it, | [a robe there, 

Cly. Sir, the wine, the weather 
Has heated me; beſides, you kndw my humour. 

Alex. Oh, tis not well! I'd rather peiiſh, bum, 
Than be fo ſingular and froward. 

Cly. So would — 
Burn, hang, drown, but in a better cauſe. 
I'll drink or fight for ſacred majeſty 
With any here. Fill me another bowl, 
Will you excuſe me? 

Alex. You will be excut d. 


| But let him have his humour; he is old. 


Cly. So was your father, Sir; this te his mem j. 

Sound all the trumpets there. 

Alex. They ſhall not ſound 

Sure, I was born to wage 

Eternal war. All are my enemies, 

Whom I could tame— But let the ſports go on- 
Lyſ. Nay, Clytos, you that could adviſe ſo well- 
Al Let him perkſt, be poſitive, and proud, 

Envious and ſullen *mongſt the nobler ſouls, 


\ 


Like an infernal ſpirit that hath ſtale 


From hell, and mingled with the mirth of gods. 
Cly. When gods grow hot, no difference | know 
'T wixt them and devils— Fill me Greek wine —Ych 
Yet fuller—1 want ſpirits. 
Alex. Let me have muſic. 
Cly. Muſic for boys —Clytus would hear the gro 
Of dying ſoldiers, and the neigh. of ſtee9s; 
Or, if I muſt be peſter' d with ſhrill ſounds, 
Give me the cries of matrons in ſack'd rowns- 
Hepb. Let us, Lyfimachus, awake the king; 
A heavy gloom 1s gathering on his brow. _ Y 
Kneel all, with humbleft adoration knee!, 
And let a health to, Jove's great ſan go round. 
Alex. Sound, "ſound, that all the vnirerle miy 
bear. ILA flouriſh of runpe 
Oh, for the voice of Joye, the world ſhould kno? 


| 


| The kindnels of my peoplemRiſe, Ob, 1ite, 


7% 
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ALEXANDER 
| arms, my heart, are ever yours, 
* by * kiſs the earth, nor muſt your 
| am unworthy, Sir. hs, and 
Alex." 1 know thou art: | 
Thou envieſt the great honour of thy maſter. 
dit, all my friends. Now Jet us talk of war; 
The nobleſt ſubje& for a ſoldier's mouth; 
And ſpeak, ſpeak freely, elſe you love me not, 
Who, think you, was the greateſt general 
That ever led an army to tne field? 
Heph. A chief ſo great, fo fortunately brave, 
od juſtly fo renown'd as Alexander, 
The radiant ſun, ſince firſt his beams gave light, 
Never yet ſaw. 
Lyſ. Such was not Cyrus, or the fam'd Alcides, 
Nor greut Achilles, whoſe te mpeſtuous ſword 
Laid Troy in aſhes, though the warring gods 
Oppob'd him. | Ba 
Alex. Ob, you flatter me! 
Cly. They do indeed; and yet you love 'em for't; 
But hate old Ciytus for his hardy virtue. 
Come, ſhall | (peak a man, wich equal bravery, 
A better general, and experter ſoldier ? 
Alex. I ſhould be glad to lezrn: inſtruct me, Sir, 
Ch. Your father, Philip.— ! have ſeen him march, 
And fought beneath his dreadful banner, where 
The boldeſt at this table would have trembled, 
Nay, frown not, Sir, you cannot look me dead. 
When Greeks join'd Greeks, then was the tug of 


war, 
The labour'd battle ſweat, and conqueſt bled, 
Why ſhould 1 fear to ſpeak a bolder truth 
Thanve'er the lying prieſts of Ammon told you? 
Philip fought men,” but Alexander women. | 
Alex, All envy, ſpite and envy, by the gods! 
Is then my glory come to this at laſt, ; 
To conquer women! Nay, he ſaid the ſtöuteſt, 
The ſtouteſt here wou'd tremble at his dangers. 
In ail the fickneſs, all the wounds I bore, 
When from my reine the javelia*'s head was cut, 
Lyſi nachus, Hepheſtion—ſpeak, Perdiccas, 
D141 once tremble? Oh, the curſed falſhood ! 
Did I once ſhake or groan ; or act beneath 
The dauntleſs reſolution of a king? 
Ly/. Wine has tranfported him. 
Alex, No, tis mere malice, 
I was a woman, too, at Oxydrace, 
When, planting on the walls a ſcaling lad er, 
mounted, ſpight of ſhow'rs of ſtones, bars, at- 
rows, . * N : 
And all the lumber which they thunder'd down; 
When you beneath, cry'd out, and ſpread your arms, 
That I ſhould leap among you, Did 1 fo? 
Lyf. 2 Sir, the old man knows not what he 
lays. . 5 | 
Alex, Was I + woman, when, like Mercury, 
L leap'd the walls and flew amidſt the foe; 
And, like a baited lion, dy'd myſelf 
All over in the blood of thoſe bold hunters; 
Till, ſpent with toil, I battled on my knees. 
Pluck'd forth the darts, that made my ſhield a foreſt, 
And hurl'd "em back with moſt unconquer'd fury? 
Then, ſhining in my arms, I ſun'd the field; 
Mov'd, ſpake, and fought, and was myſelf a war. 
Ch. 'Twas all bravado. For, before you leap'd, 
You ſaw that 1 had burſt the gates aſunder, 
Alen. Oh, that thou wert but once more young 
and vig'rous, | 
That I might rike thee profirate to the earth, 
For this agdacious lye, thou feebled dotard. 
C I know the reaſon, why you uſe me thus. 
I fay'd you from the ſword of bold Rheſaces, 
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And moſt ungratefully you hate me for it. 
Alex Henee from the banquet. Thus far I for- 

give thee. | 
Cly.. Firſt try (for none can want forgiveneſs more) 
To have your own bold blaſphemies forgiven, 
The ſhameful riots of a vicious life; 


| Philotas* murder. 


Alex. Ha! what ſaid the traitor? 
Hepb. Clytus, withdraw—Eumenes, ſorce him 
hence, | 
He muſt not tarry. Drag him to the door. 


{ * = Noz let him ſend me, if I muſt be gone, 
0 


ilip, Atcalaus, Caliſthenes, 

To great Parmenio, and his flaughter'd ſons. ' 
Alex. Give me a javelin. | 
2 Hold, mighty Sir. 

Alex. Sirrah! off, : 

Leſt 1 at once firike through his heart and thine. - 
Lyſ. Oh, ſacred Sir, have but a moment's pa» 

tience ! | 
Alex. What! Hold my arms? I ſhall be mur- 
der'd here, 

Like poor Darius, by my barb'rous ſubjefts. 

Perdiccas, ſound our trumpets to the camp; 

Cal all my ſoldiers to the court. Nay, haſtez 

For there is treaſon plotting *gainſt my life, 

And I ſhall periſh ere they come to ſave me. 

Where is the traitor? 

Ch. Sure there's none amongſt us, 

But here I ftand—honeſt Clytus ! 

Whom the king invited to the banquet. 

Alex. Be gone to Philip, Attalaus, Caliſthenes, 
[ Stabs bim. 

And let bold ſubjects learn by thy example, 

Not to provoke the patience of their prince. 
Cly.. The rage of wine is drown'd in guſhing blood. 

— Oh, Alexander, I have been to blame! | 

Hate me not after death: For I repent, 

That I fo far have urg'd your noble nature. 

Alex. What's this 1 hear! Say on, my dying 
ſoldier, + 8 
Cly. 1 ſhould have kill'd myſelf, had I but liv'd 
Do be once ſober.— Now I fall with honour; 
My own hands wou'd have brought foul death. 
Oh, pardon! [ Dies. 
Alex, Then J am loſt: what has my vengeance 
done! 

Who is it thou haſt ſlain? Clytus! what was he? 

The faichfulleſt ſubject, worthieſt counſellor, 

The braveſt ſoldier, he who ſav'd thy life, 

Fighting bare-headed at the river Granick, 

And now he has a noble 1ecompence; _ | 

For a raſh word ſpoke in the heat of wine, 

The poor, the honeſt Clytus, thou haſt Nains 

Clytus, thy friend, thy guardian, thy preſerver. 
Heph. Remove the body, it inflames his ſorrow, 
Alex. None dare to touch him: we muft never 

Cruz] Hepheſtion and Lyſimachus, [part.— 

That had the power, yet would not hold me. Oh! 
Lyſ. Dear, Sir, we did. | 
Alex. I know ye did; ye held me 

Like a wild beaſt, to let me go again wm 

With greater violence. Oh, ye've undone me! 

Excuſe it not; you that cou'd ſtop a lior, , 

Cou'd not turn me: ye ſhould have drawn your 

ſwords, | 

And barr'd my rage with their advancing points; 

Made reaſon glitter in my dazzled eyes, 

Til! I had ſeen the precipice before me: 

That had been goble, that had ſhewn the friend; 

Clytus wou'd ſo have done, to ſave your lives, 


Elle had Your godſhip Number'd in the du; | 


Ly/. When men ſhall hear how highly you were 


84 


14 
Aler. No 1 
Which elſe had ended brighter than the ſan. 
Oh, I am all a blot, which ſeas of tente, 
And my heart's blood, can nevet waſh away; 
Vet un but joſt I try, and on the polut, 
Still reeking, hurt tay black polluted breaft, 

5. Oh, facred Sir—it ſhall not—muft not be. 
Ly}. Forgive, dread Sir—PForgive my pious hands, 
That dare, in duty, ts dium my mitter. 

Ahn, Now cruel men, he now cab ſhew your 


nf . „ 
Here's not a flave, but dares oppoſe my juſlice, 
Yet none had courage to prevent this murder; 
But I will render all endeavours vain, 
That tend to ſave my life Here will I lie. 
| | [ Falls on Clytus. 
Cloſe, to my murder d ſoldier's bleeding fite. 
Thus claſping his cold bocy in my arms, 
Tilt death, like his, has cl63'd my eyes for ever. 
a N Eater Peraiccas. 
Pi. Treaſon!] foul treaſon ! Hepheſtion, where's 
the k ng? ; 
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you huve let me ſtaln my tifing glory, 


* 


Here, take my weapon then; and, if thou 4 g. 
Fea. How Feels no ſt 1 * a * 
Ves, eruel woman! yes, I dare meet death, 
With a reſolve, at which thy coward heart 
Wou'd ſhtink. For terror haunts the guilty mind; 
While conſcious innocence, that knows no fear. 
Can, ſmiling, paſs, and ſcorn thy idle threats. 
Rix. Return, fair infolent! return, I ſay, 
Dar! ſt thou, preſumptuous, to invade my rights! 
Reſtore, him quickly to my longing arms, 


dare: 


} And whh him give me back his broken vows; 


(For, perjur'd as he is, he ſtili is mine,) 

Ot 1 will rend them from thy bleeding heart, 
Sta. Alas, Roxana! 'tis not in my power; 

[ cannot if Iod. And, oh, ye gods ! 

What were the world to Alexander's toſs! 
Rex. Oh, lorcereſs, to thy accurſed charms 

| owe the frenzy that, diſtracts my ſoul; 

To them I owe my Alexander's loſs. 

Too late thou trembleſt at my juſt revenge, 


| My wrongs cry out, and vengeance will have way, 


Sta. Vet think, Roxana, ere you plunge in murder, 


* There, by old ©lytus" kde, whom he bath Think on the horrors that muſt ever haunt you; 


ain. 
Fer. Riſe, ſacred Sir, and haſte to ſave the queen. 
Roxana, fill'd with furious jealouſy, 
Came with à guard, un mark d : the gain'd the bow'r,; 
And broke upon me with ſuch ſudden fury, 
That all have'periſh'd who oppos'd her rage. 
Alex, What lays Petdiccas ? Is the queen in danger 
Per, Haſte, Sir, or ſhe dies. 
Mex, Thus from the grave I rife to fave my love. 
Atferav your ſworfs, on wings of lightning move; 
Young Ammon leads you, and the cauſe is love; 
When Iruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſtay, 
Tu besury calls, and glory leads the way. { Exeunr. 
re. 
80 EN E. the Bower of Bemiramis. 
GK? Statira diſcovered aſleep. | 
Tia, FILESS me, ye pow'rs above, and guard 
oh my virtue | | 
Wee are you fled, dear ſhades? Where are you fled? 
| *T'was but a dream, and yet. I ſaw and'heatd 
| royal parents, who, while pious care 
Sat on their faded cheeks, pronounc'd with tears, 
Tears ſuch as angels weep, this hour my laſt. 
Bat hence with fear my Alexander comes, 
And fear and danger ever fſed from him. 
Wou'd that be were here! 
For, oh ! I tremble, and a thouſand terrore 
Ruſh in upon me, and alarm my heart. 
But bark, tis he, and all my fears are fled; 
MY life, my joy, m Alexander comes. 
Rox. (Within.] faſt the gate with all it's 
may bars! | | 


At length we've canguer'd this kopen deus height, | 


And reach'd the grove. 
Sta. Ye guardian gods, defend me! 
Roxana's voice! then allthe vifion's true, 


And die I muft.” 
| Eater Roxana, 

- Rox. Secure the brazen gate. 
Were is my rival! 'tis Roxana calls, 

Sta. . what is the, who, with ſuch tow'ring 
| ae, _ | 

 Wou'd awe a princeſs that is born aboye her? 

Rox. Behold'this dagger !—"Tis thy fate, Statira! 


B*Hold, and meet it a# becomes a queen. | 
Fain wou'd I find thee worthy of my vetigeance j 


/ 


Think on the furies, thoſe avenging miniſters 
Of Heaven's high wrath, how they will tear your 
An day diſtradt you with a thouſand fears; [ ſoul; 
And when by night thou vainly ſeek'ſt repoſe, 
— 4 gather round, and interrupt your Number 
Wich horrid dreams, and terrifying viſions. 

Rox. Add till, if poſſihle, ſuperior horrors, 


Rather than leave my great 8 unfiniſh 4; 
e 


III dare em all, and triumph in the deed. 
Therefore 8 [ Holds up the dagger. 
| Sta. Hold, hold, thy hand advanc'd in air, 
I read my ſentence written in thy eyes: 
Yet, oh, Roxana, on thy black revenge, 
One kindly ray of female pity beam, 
And give me death in Alexander's preſence, 
Rox. Not for the world's wide empire ſhould 
thou ſee him. 
Fool ! but for him thou might'ſt unheeded live; 
For his ſake only art thou doom'sd to die. 
The ſole temaining joy that glads my ſoul, 
ls to deprive thee of the heart I've loſt. 
Emer Slave. 
Slave. Madam, the king and all his guards are 


come. 
| With frantic they thunder at the gate, 
And muſt e'er this have gain d admittance. 
Rox. Ha! - 


Too long Ive trifled. Let me then redeem 
The time miſpeut, and make great vengeance ſure. 
Sta. Is Alexander, Oh, ye gods, ſo nigh, 
And can he not preſerve me from her fury ? 
- Rox. Nor be, nor Heav'n ſhall ſhield thee from 
my juſtice. 
Die, ſorc reſa, die, and all my wrongs die with thee. 
| [ Stabs bers 
Alex. [ Without.) Away, ye Haves! ſtand oft— 
Quick let me fly i 
With lightning's wings ? nor heav'n, nor carth 
ſhall me. 
Enter Alexander. 


| Ha! oh, my ſoul! my queen, my love, Statira 
Theſe wounds! are theſe my promis d joys? 


Sta. Alas! 

My only love, my.beft and deareſt bleſſing, 
ou's | hed died before you enter'd here; 
For thus delighted, while I gaze upon thee, 
Death grows more hortid, 04 Em ot he to leave thee 

Alex. Thou ſhalt not leave me-—Crvel, cruel ſtart 
Oh, where's the monſter, where's the horrid fend, 
That fOruck at ingotenze, and murter'd thee? 
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Thus le 

Aer 
Ob, He 


Sig- 
Vet er 
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That ! 
Sta. 


Roxani 
The de 
Amidſt 
And, ei 
Eorich 
* 


All, all 
The ro 
That v 
Rox, 
Oh, tu 
Yau'li 
Ae 
That y 

Nor. 
In ſpig 

es, . 
bus, 
Till yo 
' Alex 


on 4.7 .— love, | | | 
ttiraderey} Jo jealous madneſs gave the fatal blow : 
ath, 4 wretch, that, to poſſeſs once more thy laye, 
3 Wou'd with the blood of millions fiain ber foul. 
ilty mind; Alex. To dungeont, tortures, drag her from my 
no fear, fight, | | 
reats, Sa. My foul is on the wing. Oh, come, my lord, 
lay. Haſte to my arms, and take 4 laſt fare wel. 
y rights! Thus let me die. eh Oh! 
, Aer. Logk up my eve. \ 
vos, Oh, Heav'n| and will v0, will you take her from 
' "mal | 

heart, $4. Farewel, my moſt loy'dlord : Ab, mel farewel. 
wer; Yet, ere L die, grant this requeſt, 

Alex. Oh, ſpeak, | 
s: That | may execute before I follow thee, | 
arms Sta, Leave not the world tiil Heav'n demagds 

ou. Spare k 
Roxana's liſe.— T'was love of you that cays'd 

ge, The deat) ſhe gabe me. And, oh! ſometimes think, 
have way, Amidſt your revels, think on your poor queen; 
ia Murders And, ere the chearful bow] falute your lips, 
ant you; Earich it with a tear, and | am happy. [ Dies. 
nifters Aer, Yet, ere thou tak ſt thy fitght—She's gone 
| tear your he's gone. ; 
186% [ſoul All, all is huth'd, no muſic now is heard; 
r The roſes withet ; and the fragrant breath 
 flumbers That wak'd theirſweets, ſhall never wake em more. 
= Rex, Wee not, my lord ! no ſuxrow can recalber. 
oye Ob, turn your eyes, and, in Roxana's arms, 
niſh'd ; You'li Had fond love, and evertaſting truth. 
. Aer. Hence, from my fight, and thank my dear 
the dagger, That yet thou art alive. | [ Statira, 
5 Rox, Oh, take me to your arms. 


with thee. 
Stabs here 
1d of. 


zor earthy 


atira ! 
ys? 


ALEXANDER 
Rox. Behald the wretch, who, deſperate of thy 


In ſpight of all your cruelty, I love you: 
es, thus I'll faſten on your ſacred robe; 
bus, on my knees, for ever cling around thee, 
Till you forgive me, or till death divide vs. 
Alex. Hence, fury, hence : there's not a glance 
r 
But, like à baſiliſt, comes wing'd with death. 
Rox, Oh, ſpeak not thus, to one who kneels for 
; mercy. . a 
Think for whoſe ſake it was I madly plung'd 
Into a crime abhorrent to my nature. 
' Alex, Offy murd'reſs, off! for ever (hun my ſight; 
My eyes deteſt thee, for thy ſ>ul is ruin, 
Rox, Barbarian | yes, I will for ever ſhun thee, 
Repeated injuries have fteel'd my heart, | 
And I cou's curſe myſelf for being kind. 
If there is any majeſty above, 
That has revenge in ſtore for perjur'd love, 
Send, heaven, the (wifteſt ruin on his head I” 
Strike the deſtroyer! lay the victor dead! 
Kill the—— * 
But what axe curſes ? Curſes will not kill, 
Nor eaſe the tortutes, I am doom'd to feel. 
—_ my fair ſtar, I ſhall be ſhortly with 
* thas a 
What means this deadly dew upon my forehead ? 
My heartfoo heaveso—— F 
Coſ. The poiſon works ! 
Euter Eumeves, nar 
Zum Pardon, dread Sir, a fatal meſſenger, 
The royal Syſigambis js no more. | 
Struck with the horror of Statira's fate, 
She ſoan expir'd, and, with her lateſt 
n to Lyfitnachus. 
ut what 1 fear maſt deeply will affect you 
Your lov'd He beflions mo e 
Aler. Dead | then be is bleſt 


_— 


Joh, when ſhall I be mad! give orders to 


| 


THE GREAT. 


My victories all for ever folded up 
7 this = body, Here my banners 
My ſtandard's triumpbs gone. 


15 
4 


rue Dy that they break their ſhields, ſwords, 
| pears, | * 
Pound their bright armour into duſt— Away. 
ls there not cauſe to put the world in mourning? 
Burn all the ſpires, that ſeem to meet the ky, 
Beat down the battlements of every city; 
And, for the monument of this lov'd creature, 
Root up theſe bowers, and pave em all with god. 
| Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies your» 
To deck her tomb: no (brine nor altar (pare, 
But trip the pomp from gods to place it there, [Exir. 
Enter Thefſalys. | 
| Caſ, He's gone—but whither ?— follow, Theſſalus, 
Attend his ſteps, and let-me-kaow what 2 
| 2 tb bes 
Vengeance, lie ſtill, thy cravings hall be ſated, 
Death roams at large, the furies are unchain'd, 
And murder plays her mighty caſter-piece. 
Enter Palyperchon, Theilalus, and Philip, 
Pol. Ves; with diforder'd wildbeſa in his looks, 
He ruſh'd along, till, with x caſual glance, 
He ſaw me where I ſtood : then Seqging Gert, 
Draw near, he gry'd-—and graſp'd my band in his, 
Where mort than fevers rag d in ev'ry veins | 
Oh, Polyperchan ! I. have lofb my queen! 
$catira's dead !——and, 2s he.ſpoke, the tears, 
Guſh's' from his eyes I more than felt his paing. * 
Gf. Hence, hence, 4way! © © © 


„ 


o 


| 


Caf}. Where is he, Theffalus ? 
The}. 1 left him circled by a crowd of princes. 

\ The po ſon tears him with that height of horror, 
E'en I cou'd pity him—he call'd the chiefs ;- 
Embrac'd em round then, ſtarting from amid 


em, 
Cried out, I come——"twas Ammon's voice 1 
know it ; 
Father, I come; but, let me, ere I go, 
Diſpatch the buſineſs of a kneeling world, 
Pol. No more; I hear him ve muſt meet 


| anon. 
\ Caf: In Saturn's field there give a looſe to 
Enjoy the tempeſt we, ourſelves, have rais'd, 


rapture, 
"And triumph in the wreck which crowns our ven“ 


geance. Excunt., 
'* SCENE, the Palace. [ 
Alexander, with bis Hair diſpevelled, Lyſimachus, 
Eumenes, Perdiccas and Attendants. Alexander 
* Tiſcrvered, 
Alex, Search there; nay, probe me, ſearch my 
Pull, draw it aut. wounded rein 
Lyſ We have ſearch'd, but find no hurt. 
ex. Oh, 1 am ſhot, a forked burning arrow 
Sticks croſs my ſhoulders: the ſad venom flies 
Like lightning thro' my fleſh, my blood, my marrow, 
Lyſ. How fierce his fever 7 
ex. Ha! what a change of torments I endure! 
A bolt of ice runs hifling through my bowels; 
Tis ſure, the arm of death; give me a chair; 
Cover me, for I freeze, and my teeth chatter, 


And my knees knock together, 


Kum. Have mercy, Heav'nl 
Alex, I burn, I burn again; 


| | The war grows wond'rous hot; hey for the Tygris ! 


— Bear me, Bucephalus, amongR the billows. 
| mps into the chair, 


; « 
Oh, 'tis a noble beaſt; I wou { not change him 


ly here, here ligs wy fis. Hephelion, 124 
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For they are hot, their mangers full of coals; 
Their mains are flakes of lightning, curls of fires; 
And their rop tails like meteors whiſk about. 

Ly/- Help, all—Eomenes, help. 

83 ha, ha! T ſhall die with laughter. 
Parmenio—Clytus, do you ſee yon fellow, | 
Thjzt ragged ſoldier, that poor tatter'd Greek? | 
See how he puts to flight the gaudy Perfians, 


Wich nothing but a ruſty helmet on, through which 


beard 
hal 


: 


The grifly briſtles vf his puſhin 
Drive em like pikes—ha! ba 
Per. How wild he talks! 

Mos warring in his wildneſs, ; 
lex) Sound, ſound, keep your ranks cloſe; ay, 
: now they come; 

Ob, the brave din; the noble clank of arms! 

Charge, charge apace, and let the 

Darius comes— | 


f 


„eis Darius; 
T Tee, 1 Kdow him by the ſparkling plumes, 
And his gold chariot drawn by ten white borſes. 
But, like a tempeſt, thus I pour hime- | 
He bleeds ; with that laſt blow I brought him down: 
He tumbles, take him, ſnatch the imperial crown. 
They fly, they fly; follow, follow==ViRtoria, 2 


A | 
a IL, inte the ſoldigr's grms. 
Per. Let's bear nl 18, to his 114 | 
2 * the leaſt motion gives me ſudden 
EA 1 . * 4 
My vital ſpirits are quite parch'd, burnt up, 
And all my ſmoaky entrails turn'd to aſhes. 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 


phalanx move: 


Shall ſer, it muſt be night with us for ever. 
| Alex. Let me embrace you all, before 1 die 

[ All kneel and weep, © 
ns, the good gods 
Shall ſend ye, in my ſtead, a nobler prince; | 
One that ſhall lead ye forth with morchle(s conduck. 

Lyſ. Break not our hearts with ſuch unkind ex. 

preſſions. | | 

Per, We will not part with you, nor chan 

Alex. Perdicczs, take this 2 7 Py 
And ſee me laid in the temple of Jupiter Ammon, 

L. To whom does your dread majeſty bequeath 
The empire of the world? 

Alex. To him that is moſt worthy, 

Per. When will you, ſacred Sir, that we ſhould give 
To your great memory thoſe divine honours 
Which ſuch exalted virtue does deſerve ? 

Alex. When you are all moſt happy, and in peace, 


Weep not, my dear companio 


| Your hands—Oh, father, if I have diſcharg'd 


The duty of a man to empire born; 

If by unwearied toil 1 have deſerv'd 

The vaſt renown of thy adopted ſon, 

Accept this foul which thou did'ſt firſt inſpire, 


And which this figh thus gives thee back again, 


/ſ. There fell the pride and glory of 4 | 
If there be treaſon, let us find it out; 
Lyſimachus ſtands forth to lead you on 


And ſwears, by theſe moſt honour'd, Gi remains, 


He will not taſte thoſe joys which beauty brings, 


Ly Wher-you, che brighteſt tay that ever hone, 


"»734 


Vary he has reveng'd beſt of kings. (Fon, 


